MODERN TRAVEL

We were disappointed. Anti-climax, as usual. Our
high hopes withered. Our excitement, like the smoke,
was dissipated. We began to drop downstream along
the river, searching for a clearing on the opposite bank.
Vestiges were plentiful. I wondered if the Indians had
marked us down, or if they thought of us as being out
on the campo, near our smoke.

We had only the river-bank to march by, and that
led us on a twisting course. It was a long time before
we found the place we wanted : a good and strategically
strong camping ground, with only a thin fringe of trees
on the opposite, the Indian bank, between the river and
the campo.

But it was past noon. If we were to get back to
Queiroz and bring up the gear before nightfall we had
no time to reconnoitre the opposite bank now. We
marked the place and went on working our way down-
stream.

The going was bad, but we hesitated to strike back
on to the campo, where it was better. Queiroz's fire,
lit with such forethought for our guidance, had exceeded
its terms of reference, spreading swiftly over a huge
tract of country and making a holocaust of all our
landmarks. It was better to play for safety and stick
to the river-bank, which must eventually lead us back
to our base, by however maddeningly tortuous a route.
We had a strenuous, groping afternoon.

Queiroz received the news that Indians had answered
our smoke with his usual impassivity. We ate a par-
tridge which I had shot, a particularly well-knit bird,
and shouldered our loads. We got back to the chosen
camping ground with an hour to spare before nightfall.
It was a good place, sandy and secret and backed by
thick cover which made the distant possibilities of night
attack even more remote. The river here had alto-
gether changed its nature. It was no longer swift and
shallow and much overgrown, but ran in a deep and
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